MICHAEL  DRAYTON
Decay nor age there nothing knows,
There is continual youth,
As time on plant or creatures grows,
So still their strength renew'th.
The poet's paradise this is,
To which but few can come,
The Muses' only bower of bliss,
Their dear Elizium.
Here happy souls, (their blessed bowers
Free from the rude resort
Of beastly people) spend the hours
In harmless mirth and sport.
Then on to the Elizian plains
Apollo doth invite you.
Where he provides with pastoral strains,
In nymphals to delight you.
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